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Western eye, a riot of colour and fancy, restrained apparently by no sumptuary law or custom. I look in vain to find any two costumes alike or any pattern which is common to the different groups. A venerable gentleman who stands opposite my carriage is dressed in a bright green-flowered silk dressing-gown, with white pyjamas underneath, and on his head is a rose-pink turban. A woman near him is a shapeless mass of orange cotton. A young man has achieved a half-European costume with the aid of a coat which looks exactly like a college blazer. He wears a dark red fez on his head, and his legs are tightly swathed in white linen putties. Then there is a tiny child with embroidered coat and absurd little buff trousers ending in red shoes. On his head is a flat round hat with an embroidered band round it. A very singular effect Is produced by an old man